but before they could finally agree a chance remark diverted
the conversation, leading them to discuss the observations
of Captain Hatzfeld on the previous evening, in particular
and prominently : * If \ve lose the war, it's just too bad ;
we shall win the next/ The consideration of this single
pronouncement impelled them to weigh, classify and
compare sundry values and probabilities. They agreed on
nothing. Their tempers rose. They thumped on the table,
they appealed to the Almighty. The quarrel soon became
more violent than the one at the end of Chapter II. When it
subsided from sheer weariness, and they set to work again,
their foreheads still flushed with wrath and their jaws
contemptuously clenched, each of them began to sort out
in his own mind the various subjects of discussion they had
embarked on since the morning. The opinions which
they had, on whatever score, respectively maintained
were stubbornly pigeon-holed in those two smouldering
craniums. For Michaud, Olga now stood for the highest
values of western civilization, and his desire for her as
a sincerely democratic and socialistic attitude of mind.
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